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N fsrried Life the
Third Year
Wy Last Night in Lon-

S jon; They Have Sup-
. per at @ Fashionable

| Hotel.

'S8 - (ABEL HERBERT URNER.

ARREN lenned out the cab
window and gazed down the
plockaded street.

" | i Jove, looks like overy
i in Losdon is jammed in around

_":Bul we'll soon get through,
o wel!’ ssked Heleo anxious-

y'umnm know about that, A mix-
3 i these parrow London streets
fy o Joke. "’ .
Hpre fheir cab moved up a few
Gl o1 Helen leanad forward hope-
L nlly. But the driver was only
i eting closer into line with those

'I‘f wa star here mueh longer

i have to cut out that supper,’’
'”’L'hg 4t his watch by the Light

S P i sirect. ‘* Everything clos
L b ot 12:30. It's 10:55 now.
§ Thay was & long show.
thay Wwelve thirty?! Why, néuel;'
; “,uﬂﬂ!f UUPEGT places on't
Sl o that carly?'] -
£ sid everything, didn’t 1%

. law here is to ciose at 12:80
3 azd it's enforced, too. No
“ around it as timy do in
. Y‘nri. At 12:30 the place b‘las
S i be dark and overybody out.’
(R Here tbe cab moved up another
fex fest. Helen looked out anx
5. She bad so oftep heard of
v gt the Savoy'' that it
Nenald be & ren]l disapointment mnot
ljpgo. 11 only they hadn’t Jeft it
| fir tha last night!
Wl ot st length the policemen un
O the mazo of ckbs and tax-
I is 10l they were allowed to make
, \heir way through.
When they rescbed the Savoy,
Wamen burried her in and point-
out the ladies' closk room down
o grest arched corridor.

i the Bavoy.
I (N0 von'll have to hustle. T71
Y ek oy cont and meet you here
Lol o minutes. "’
Nelgn wua surprised at the Tux-
S8 iroos appointments of the dress-
W i on. There were at least a
U satinwood toilet tables, ar-
arel with thair silver brushes,
‘wwder boxes and haund-mirrors,
“The mails were busy checking
gz wraps and adjusting gowns
sl had baan disarranged in the
Qheater or the eah. The air was
Williag with powder and perfume.
; {ielen checked her wrap and hur-
il out to the lohby, whern War-
was weiting impatiently.

e T
l HGoing to have m davil of a
AR sy peiting a table here,”” he
__ mbm as they entered the
TSR Mataurunt,
large o5 the place was, every
L bkl seeed filled.  Helen's first
A recsion was of the brillinney of
acene, Everywhera . wera
[ MU tiomering jewels and bara white
CUS aeks and shonlders
(e of the head waiters led them
¥ b the main room to & small
# back in an aleove
§ "{'.lr.'l vou do better than

| "Afmid not, sir.  Yom
pervthing e taken except
bibles back of the ports '’
"This is not g0 hud,'” ventured
I-i- "“?e ean see very well
LAl right, then. Bupposa there'’s
B putting up a kick in a
8 liks this. Hoven't mora than
(T mizutes, auyway, '
_Dtaz, have you noticed that not
#R2gls woman is wearing & hat?’'
ispered Helen. ““Don't they al-
" them?"! i
'No. You rouldn’t get in anv
i fupper place here with a
LU T1's only in New York they
Ly the women fo spoil a seene
1 ’E‘Pl with their immensa head.
Rire the waiter rlaced befora
M3 some kind of iellied hroth in

88,
those

L thin onps

‘2:15 Olamor,

 Mhal's this?'" Warrea foek
B B slverbound supper eard,

it way printed in Frepeh, and

» it down in disgust, ow-

the card wis wnnecessary, for

ter quickly hroueht on one

¢ Mter another, 11 was the

9 S after-thentar supper, and
; f. "™ evidently no chpica of

\'e.".znt tlhis thing down

i ., Jne, explained Warren.
! Ve got Lo pot vou fed and
oont hy 12:30 o'clock, sme

;qﬂi- fiving vou & chance to
LSt 0%, what in  thunder’s
] -‘_ Pﬂkltt:: e-!isduinl’nllv ni 3
W Pér case sontainin
ﬂhﬂ‘m spoonful. ‘¢7'qd liﬁE
g ®hen thev'ra going fo
B iy, PT0tbing  fo eaf. 8o
iy uﬁ had nothing but thesa
o ts dabe  T'd Nke some

dleinly the idea of this =sup-
1ot o give nourishment,

: fotertainment in the
R0 m“-" samples of hichly
Atd onknown eonecoe-

. "
" 1?0 aunted Warren, as he
¥ fhs, ’test morsel of enlinary
: -"I'ﬂ“ , been placed befors
1 N]inve the whole JSuUpner
‘ ; m}-ru'““ beef sandwich.
. ! Blanni charen enough for it,
~ kgl e at the supper card,
PO Ot ehillings, '
I the bottam. G Right
| Bhimer, 2 A of 1t hasn't the
of a gond plate of

_ h:::grs high, dear. Evars-
(] R foo) ere wo've found
Al '_iln,':f #ood and so cheap,
; 28 By, the places have hesn
i uwa" thiFI."

o' . WeTe mpayving for
14”:0*- This is Lho joint
lft: Eociaty is supposed
Amgric the theater, and
Bag C4n8 go to look them
t old girl over thers

b h her lorgnette?”’
Bl 0 dotan 't Yook like' an
i "Mfyer!  TTotested Helen,
| B - ot Guess they

SRR D wome, ton t? e

el the Bnoy;

ar sh w

? to Ivull' aveuin:mu:mlr.“‘)’
°°y“:'°- That's tke only

R tﬁ%ﬁ:ﬁ:&uu}ntlﬁr. Thay

TR Clothes &re
t Jem. ut they usually

4 ek gme shonlders, and

THE CHARMS OF HANKY PANKY

By Nell Brinkley

BOME OF THE BEAUTIES.

MONTGOMERY AND MOORE.

CLORINDA .,

A _a

cap trail around in a long-tailed
gown all right.”'

‘“And they dress their hair so

gracefully: love the way they
eoil it low ou tha neck. They don't
wear & lot of bands and sigrettos
ag wa do. "’
. “They'ves sense enough to know
it's not becoming. Who wants to
seg 2 woman's hair bristling with
a lot of gew-gaws? Makes ’‘em
look like Fiji Islanders.’’

‘‘Oh, look how low that woman's
dress is—the one over thera in
pale blue. Why. Warren, they do
wear their gowns sut very low!™’

‘Well, T told you English women
bave good mecks and shoulders,
and they want to show 'em. Now,
what sort of a lozenge is this?’’ as
the waitar placed before them still
another mouthful of French ecui-
rine, ‘‘Looks lonesome ou that
plate.”’

But Helen was so ahsorbed in
the mcene about Ithem that shs
bardly noticed the supper.

“Quarter after twelve,”’ an-
nonnced Warren glancing at his
watch. ‘“They’ll have to get a

move on 'em now mighty soon.”’

‘“Dear, you don't mean they can
rlear thizs great place in a qunarter
of an houri’’

“Just weit and see.”’

Helen looked sround im wonder-
ment. Every one was laughing and
talking as leisurely as though time
wans not & factor., It mcemed in
credible that in s few moments
ther must all he ont.

Now the waiter brought the cof-
fea and the bill. And Helen noticed
that waiters al] over the room were

rese_ting their checks. The next
ntimation was a sudden turning off
of wome of the lights.

Wraps and Scraps.

The room was perceptibly dark.
ened. A number of parties rose re-
luctaptly from their tablee.

More lights went out. Only those
upder the fresceed edge of the ceil-
ing were left. ¥very one was on
his feet and now all hegan moving
in a mass toward the doors. When,
2 moment later, the last of the
lichts flashed out, the place wis
almost cleared.

Tha lobbies and dressing rooms
were hopelessly erowded. Helen
thought ehe would never get her
wran, 3

«t0h, T beg vour pardom,’’ as a
stout lady ingblacis chiffon and dia-
monds stepped squarely on her toe.
“:Yeu, I hope to sea you af Lady
Ashton’s garden party on Thurs
day."’

But this last remark wes vot ad-
drossed to Helen, but to » tall
woman in white satin and sllver
fringe who Wwas erowded against
ber, Helen caught many intercst-
ing bits of conversation while she
waited. Finally she got her wrap
and pushed her way out to War-
ren.

Then there was sanother long

o taxi. They stood out
;dmat :rﬁle one cab a¥te.r another
was filled and driven away. The
sillc hats and cape costs of
the men and the long white wrnl;u
satin slippers and u rovered heads
of the women reminded Helen of
the illustrations of sn ultra-sociely
i 1} ¥
o r, that was really a Verj
brlllae:-n: ‘eyawd,’” she mused, as at
last they drove off. _
«Fiph!"’ as Warren settled him-

golf back in the emb. < Must ha
wd by now, i
a pretty bhungry cro d -t B

't get any more ;
:ggt :r;dsld. gU everything wasn't
phut up ['d stop in 8 good Zplnch
room and got a glass of milk.

What They Don't Bay.
{s hatter Lhan

“This wWeather

r‘.-’.
f.;ot to the box office.”
T

can ' '—Life.

D?B 3 b.v‘ co

carelens sar ¥

i be reached by b
roficient can Tribune

professions. those who csn show

and willing—The Tribune

briong théem te ¥ou.

My Mignonctte Lady

inst

yes : 3
" not the bent saats I coul
T"?‘;?J':?i attack of stinginess when

to have you go, Mr. Bore-
sum, agog:ﬁ‘m gen us as seldom as you

ontent with Indifferent,
when thess who are
ding

through The nnts.
akiﬁod !penrllintn in business and tll:o

their rocords and reforences that they
sfactorily, are resd

ean sorve you satisfacto yw“t. wiﬁ

-

By MARY CHAMPION.

TCJIIA\'—tImush not for the first
time by any means—] Was

made huppy by recelving from a girl
reader a box of flowers grown in her
own garden

Roses, =woot peas, mignonetts,
“snapdragons” and pansies—they are
making my room bright and sweat;
and # sense of the Kkind thought
which prompted the sender will dwell
in my heart all day long.

1 love them the more that they
have currled my thoughty back to an
old-fashiloned garden long ago, wheara
wll the flowers 1 have nemed grew In
wild profusion, flllng the air with
frugrance, mingling together with-
out plan or consclous order.

Yet the touch of a loving hand was
everywhere apparent. No weeds
ware allowed to choke the paths or
growing plants, no dead blossoms
clung to thelr stalks, pitifully pro-
clalming the brevity and frality of
earth's beauty. No gaps were aI_A
lowed ta Intervens in Lhe season's
succession of flowers.

The owner of ths gsrden Was a
beautiful elderly jady, with the fresh
face and neat slim figurs of a YOung
girl. though her halr wss almost
white under the wide-brimmed sun-
het which she habltually wore.

1 always called her my ““mignonette
lndy.” and to my childish mind she
seemed a roal fairy godmother.

I naver tired of visiting IMr In the
quaint old cottage that was her
homs, whare avery rooimn sasemad ex-
preseive of ber dainty personality,
and the very cakes provided at fea
tima seamed differant from thoss one
ate at other people's houses—imore
dalieately flavored and feather-light.

Bhe always dressad in pals colora—
Iavender, silver srt}'. blus or hallo-
trope. sometimes her gown was oOf
Howered silk or muslin faahloned in
an old world style that made her look
as though shs had stepped siraight
out of the frame of a plcturs,

Her home was a perfect haven of
peaca and an atmosphera of peace
oclung around her. She seem to
have no wortles, no griefs. no fears
for the future. J have never known
A WOMAan 80 serens,

Even to my Inexperiancad ayes she
was & rare and waonderful creature,
and as T cama to know her belter
1 learned that she had many friends
who ured to g6 ta her habltusally
when 1n troubles, In her garden to find
heallng and rest.

“No wonder Miles WOLTS N0
wonderfully,” sald a harassed-look-
ing woman in my hearing one day.
%ﬁm hes abeolutely nothing to bother
her. Money enough, and a comforta-
bls home, not a relation in the world
to eauss her anxlety and make her
miserabla. Any one could keep Young
under thous conditions. Now look at

meg——'

But 1, for ene, 414 not wish to
laok at her or hear her tale of dis-
tress. Those worde—"Not a ralation
in the world to make her misarable
had suddenly opensd my eyes (1o
the strangensss of a Woman with a
hushand &nd children to love (no
muttey what her worrles might be)
envyving a lonely, elderly., untnarried
womnn without any ties to hold her
to life.

1 became very pitiful to my heau-
tiful “mignonette lndy,” and, In &
childish way, trled to be & sympn-
thetie companion to her

As tima went on, and I grew older,
she came to look on me as almost a
daughter, and would lst me hava
glimpses of the innar self she kept ao
socluded, and tell me tales of her
youth. -

"My dear flowers,” ehe asgld ona
Aay In a moment of confidence. "They
have been real friends to me—they
helpad me through the greatest mor-
row of my Hfe. When all human love
swemed to fall me—here wara my flow-
ers. In thoms duys they seamed fo
ms wrenths lald on the grave of my
happiness, but that was wrong. My
happiness grow afresh with the yvoung
tuds, and Is blossoming with them
stil), os you kmow."

1 ventursd on a timld question, and
lttle by Iittls, hrlf hy means of
npoken words, half by suggestion,
learned tha one Tomance of her life

Bhe had been angaged In her youth
to an officer In the armi_ wha still
lived in her fancy as a hero, hanpd-
some, gallant and wplendid,

He was two yvears ghsent In Indin;
then upon his return they were to be
married.

He cains home sssmingly as fond
and devoted ss evar; the wedding day
wasn fixed, her happiness heyond all
expression

Soon, however, #he notlced n
change in him. He was aubsiracted
and Emdln at times, and grew pale
and haggard and nervous In manper.

To her guestions he made the ona
careless raply——it was all her Imagin-
atlon—nothing was wrong.

Then one night they went to a ball
together, and she noticed a lovely hut
tragile girl, who, she learned, had

raturped from Indla on the same
vesscl as her firnce.
Bhe was aboul to ask him some

question concerning her, when the
Kir! looked up in passing and mel the
man's eyes. A long eager look they
exchanged, while my “Wgnonette
lady" looked on, then the girl's aves
fell and she moved slowly, hesitat-
Ingly away from him. with her flower
ke faca white as death.

The man atood rigid., staring after
her, with his hands clenched and
tasth sgt; then he drew a zharp slgh,
anfl turmed to his promised wife

“Are you tired, dear, or shall we
dance again?’ he sald, in a lifeless
tones.

“Let us danca tokelher, once more
—for the last time,~” eald the
“mignonette lady."

Sa her one romances ended, for sha
gave him his freedom promptly and
uncomplainingly, turning a deaf ear
to his protests,

“1 have all the more love to spara
for my flowers—thal's why they grow
sa well,” she told me with n littie
wistful smils.

MORE BEAUTIES.

Tlu Summcr Storm

Electricity

I

Liftle Bobbie's Pa

The Battle of Lake Erie

By REV. T, B. GREGORY,

T was just ninety-nins years ago,
Baptember 10, 1813, that Commo-
dore Parry looked out upon the wa-
ters of Laks Prie and saw the Brit-
Ish fleat bearing down upon him as
he lay walting for It In Put-in-Bay
The American flotilla numbered nins

vessols carrying fifty-four muns, ths
British slx wvessels with sixty-three
guns.

Perry began at once tn heal oul of
his rendszvols at Put-in-Bay, and
hy 10 o'clock, when the vessals were
within three or four mliles of each
other, Perry holatad to tha masthead
of his fagship. the Lawrence, a flag
bearing the dying words of Claptaln
Lawrencs, after whom the vessel
was named, “Don't give up the
ship.” Tt waa tha slgnal for the day,
and forthwith the battle began

The firet shot was fired from the
Detrolt, tha Britlsh flagship. at tha
Lawrence, which had forged ahead
of the rest of the American flast
Moet of the Britlsh craft then con-
cenirated thelr fire on tha Lawrence
with the evidenl purpose of cvtting
her off from the rest of the fleet.

For two hours the American flag-
ship waa the ocanter of a lerrihle fire,
but she fought on until she had not
a gun In action. Twenty-two of her
mmen were kllled, sixty-one wounded
and only feurteen unhurt.

Parry, however, Instend of surren-
dering. lea’ped Into a boal and bora
bhls riddled flax to the Niagura. He
had (o pass within pistal shot of the
British. who tumaed iheir guns d1-
rectly upon him, but he escaped with-
out Injury. and =afely aboard the Ni-
arara renewed {he conflict with un-
ahated vim

The splendid gunnery of the Amari-
cans began ta have A télling effpct
upon the enemy, and In the confusion
tha Detrolt wma foulad by one of the
other Britikh vessels, und. seolng his
oppartunity, Perry roundad tn  and
poured Inta the two distrerssd ves-
sels severn! tarrific broadsides. In the
meantime the breeze freshened, and,
taking advantage of It, the rost of the
American flaet at once clomed In.

The rest of the fieht oceupled but
a shart time. In less than twenty
minutes after the united Americun
flest had hegun business the Detrnil
struck her colors, which action was
roon followed Ly the surrender af the
rest of tha mquadron, and the battla
of Take Firie was over

When Perry wan hls ever-memor-
able victory he was only 27 vears old
and had never seen a naval battle
while Captain Barclay, the British
coommpnder, was one of Nelson's vat-
erans, and had had p wide and varied
exparience In ses fighting

The Ningara. the ship ta which
Perry transferred his flag from the
battle-ridden Lawrenes. nnd  which
wnk ®0 hadly damaged In the historie
agtion that sha was left to mink. is
abnut to he ralsed and repalred, very
much to the Joy of all patriotie Amaeri-
oans

1t wans from the deck of the Nlagarn
that Perry penclled upon the ha.oi aof
an old letter the Immortal message
lo Ceneral Harrlsan: "W have met
the enemy and they are ours—twon
ships, two brigs, ope schooner and
ona sloop. Yours with greal respact
and extasm. , H. PORRY.”

MR. HOMEBUILDER—

You want a direcl route to gho ous-
the man
who buyggf Have you tested the Want

on know their efficiency If
you bave; but if you have neglected
reason whe you
Thousapds

tomer, the man who rents

Adst?
them, thera's av

should get bnsy a
read the Want Ads.

onece.

By WINIFRED BLACK.

TI-IB little girl was desperately an-
ery.

Bhe started to run upstairs and the
first step she turnad, stamped her
foollsh |litle foot as hard as she
conld and ahouted In & strange,
strilned, harsh volce.

‘Oh!"” she sald. *Oh,
lightning would strike
world—and kil It .all to pleces—1
wlal—" hul just then soma one In
muthority arrived, and the little girl
ran upstalrs and hid her head in the
hed clothes amd would not even lsten
ta the raln lapping, tapping on the
window pane, and rushing, rushing,
down the steep sildes of the high
shingled roof.

And yel It was worth listening to—
that raln—it says &0 many things.

‘Hark!" It whlsfmrs. “Hark''—
how the whole world is stopplng Lo
listen to the raln song,

“Shsh—tired bables will rall
arlpep, worn mothers will smila at
the sound of the song

Flowers faded |n the heat of the
too friendly sun will revive tha
parching dust In the red road will
soften. Lhe moss will begin to grow.
See how the lllles heold up thelr
thirsty ecups.

Listen: the littla stream

I wish the
the whole

gllent mo

Irng begine to murmur, ths tall trees

bow 1o the oncoming storm.

Hark—there's the thunder; ah.
there comes the lightning—Iit looks aa
If a tall man walked 2nd ewung his
Innterm—now here’'s his shadow ba-
tween the light and the dark.

Now, it's a great pen writing In
fluild fire.

What 1s 1t that it says to ns, all
the wondrous writing thers on the
wall of purple clouds?

Come, chlldren, run into the house
—Lhe Tain, the real min has begun

And the Mttle girl NHes upstalrs In
tha room under the pealked roof cry-
Ing. Oh, how bitterly she cries' “1
wieh,” she sobhs, T wish"—poor, poor
little glrl, ths storm has begun, has-
n't lt—the storm of life, for you.

How do you Intepd to wenather It,
I wonder—wilh anger and tears, with
dreadful wishing of dire dleaster to
a1l who oppose voupr vagrant fancles?
Poor lttle foolien girl, your eyes are
red, vour =oft halr tumblex ahout
vour flushed face, the smile that
makes you heautiful is gone.

All the joyous dellght In meres lv-
ing for living's sake, whers s that?
Gone, too, with the Theppy smile.
Dear. dear, what a tragedy—and nll
becsuse vou could pot go out in tha
vary faca of the coming storm and
play lady up und down the walk in
your mother's old Wac frock that you
have taken such freakish f(ancy for

Well, well—what a sorrow to be
sure—you'll forget It tomorrow, liltle
girl. In an hour from now yvou won't
remember what It was all sbout—the
wild storm In your littls rebel heart
—1 wighh 1| ecould make you sce what
a waste of time It 18 to cry ke that.

Some dony you'll know, poor child,
some dey.

There's something grimly just in the
ecourse of nnture after all. I never
knew a heart to falrly burst over
fanciad sorrow that some rexl griaf
dil not coma nlong to make pratensas
over into sober earnest. Don't eory
so hard, little girl; some day you'll
need those tears.

Spme one will forget to ssk you to
her purty,

The woman next door will have an
aute when you have to walk. Your
hushand will forget to bring you a
knot of viclets on your annlversary
day—aoll, terribls things are walting
for you down the road of life, little
girl.” Why don't you save all that
rush of tears for them?

What—you love to cry—Iit doss you
good—vyou fael better now that the

tears ars gonoe!
Yor, but—wall, 1 declara, you look
bhetter, too, Was It just a storm ns

natural as lightnlng, as necéssary a

thing ag the rain, perhapa—and vel—
I ought to scold vou, litle girl. T

?ugm to punish you some way—and
will,

There, 3‘0!1 shall have chacolats lce
cream today—not peach as you hoped
—and the ribbon in your honnle brown
hair shall be blus—not pink at all. Bo
Jl'ha.II‘ I satisfy the demand for punish-
mant.

You are s0rry, ¥ou SAy-—your Arma
are around my neck. How soft they
are. tho lttls alender arms!

What a foollsh Nttle face it 1n that
leans against my tired forehead: how
fast tha iittle heart beats that resta
o close (o mine. Oh, my darling, If
I could only hold you so when the
real troubles come—if J could only
“punish” you myself Instead of let-
ting lifo—cruel. relentless life—do It

Look., the clouds are break
the sky. the sun shines on = distant
valley on the mountaln side:
green, how green It {a!

The air e fresh and sweel, all the
fiowers nod Ay in the light breeze
the storm left when It ed aocross
the hills Into the next valley helow,

By ELBERT HUBBARD.

N the year 1876, when I attended
scientific lectures at Harvard,

a certain professor of physics once
explained to us the nature of light.

I had a notebook and indus-
triously wrote dewn the principal
Eomu of the address, hoping there-

¥, to memonze what the professor
said, in order, if possible, that some
day I ml{ht- ba just s wise Be he.

Said the learmed professor:
‘“There is no light without combus
tion, There ig no combustion with-
out oxygen. The sun, therefore, 1=
a molten mass of fire surrounded
by oxygen. When ths oxygen ia
consumed the hight will out und
that will bs Judgment Day. FEv-
ery form of lifa will then disap-
pear from tha face of the world,
and the eéarth will be like the moun,
an extinet planet.'” The oxygen
bas not been all consumed, up to
this writing.

It was not very long after |
heard that leeture on light that &
man at Menlo Park, New Jersey,
succeeded in sending a current of
alectricity through a vacuum. In
this vacoum was a small filament,
and the current, when turned on,

roduced a soft, mellow light tbat

illumingted the room, Edison had
succeeded in producing light with-
out oxygen.

Of course, if Edisou bad enjoyed
the same educationa] advantages
that T had had bhe wonld pot heve
tried his fool experiment, because
be wonld bave known beforehand
that there can be no light without

oxvgen.
Thirty vesars or more have passed
since the incandescent light was

first exhibited =s & curiosity and
we do uot kpow anything more,
practieally, sbout what electricity
13 than wa did Lhen,

“What is  eleoctrieity?’’
asked a professor of his class

Fovera]l hands were held up.
“« Wall, Mr, Brown, you can tell us
what eleetricity ="

Mr. Brown hesitated and then
explained; °‘T knew ance, but just
st this moment 1 have forgotten.

‘i What a pity that the ouly man
in the world who ever kuew what

onaca

eleetricity 1s should have forgot-
ten, ' mused the professar. N
Flectricity is not a fluid. A fluid

18 one of the three forms of mal-
ter, tho other two being a gas and
a solid. All matter can be sub
jeeted to these forms at will, under
the right conditions ;

We sometimes talk about electric

ower. Wa see the trolley ear fly-
ing along through the country and
we say it is run by electricity. But
this is the language of calloquial-
18m, not of scienco, The electricity
i ouly a means of transporting
powaer.

Whenever you see a irolley ecar
moving along so smoothly over the
rails, just Temember that some-
whers there is a sleam engine
burning up coal or a water power
that is falling withont cenasing.
that water power should be divert-
od or the stoam engine run down,
the trolley would come to a stand-
still. ‘

We sav that electricity is every-
whero in the atmosphere, byt this
is an assumption that passes for
knowledge, since no one can refuis
Fou.

Eloctricity has never been placed
under the microscope. It has not
heen weighed in the scales. Chom-
ical tosts fuil to find it

A wire that is charged with elee-
tricity looks, feels, smells, exactly
like a wire that is wot charged.

Franklin caught it on a key, but
did not succeed in his endeavor to

Thae litle stream—how loud s sings!
T live,” Ig ning. *T live."

And you, llttle gir),
the lightning d!d not strike the whole
world=—-Fou are sorry you wished that
—you—well, I am sorry, too.

me day, perhaps. you will
so agsin, &nd | may not bae there to
:ml{. at the fury of your balked In-
en

ou are glad
wish

Wil you remember then, Uttle gicl?
Will you think of me, and how we
went through the storin together, this
summaer day, and kissed esach other
and smiled when It waa all over?

T wonder.

By WILLIAM F. KIRK.

HAVE jest rola a song, sed Pa,
that I think you wud llka to hear.

I wud ke to hear it all rits If you
will el Bobble sing i, ged Ma, T am
afrade that you wuddent be abel to
do so fine a mong justice.

Well. sed Pa. then Bobble can sing
it. I knew that hs wanted to sing It
hisself, but what Ma sed about it bee-
ing a fina song made him feel kind of
good after all. So Pa handed me the
song, & ! sang |t the bhest I cud for
the kind of song It was. This was the
naim of ths song:

The drawing room was crowded In a
¢ty far away,

It wam a politishun's hoam, so brill-
yunt and so goy.

Hix wife was cooking dinnar wen a
guest ealm through thes door

& sed Do you think Wililam Tafe will
gat jest ong turm moar?

She kIt him with a turnlp on his bald
and shiny pate

& sumthing like the following was the
word thai sha did state.

Chorus:
Nix. Nix, Nix on Polyticks,
I'm tired of Teddy Roosevelt & his
Iitte) Bull Moosa tricks,
I wuddent cars If Taft grew Daft &
Wilson erossed the SIvx,
Nix, Nix, Nix on Polyticks!

Well. sad Pa. what do yon think of
that for & song?

1t dldent seem Lo Impress ma favors
eble, sad Ma. Tt Ils not true, nnt true
to lifa & not trus to wimmen, sed Ma.
Did wou evver smee me, for ijnstens,
throwing a turnip at a man's bald
hed? In the first place I naver cooked
a turnip & wuddent have ons in my
hand, in tha racond place I cud-
dant throw strate enuff to hit any-
body in the hed unless I aimad at his
fant.

Pa gor kind of mad then Wife,
deer, sed Pa, {8 thare anything that i
evTer did that vou lHked? T was al-
most sare that this one time you wud
like this song. L spent & lot of time
on it. [ thought ths chora waa kind
of catchy

You poor old boy, med ma, I dident
think that you was golng e ery so
hard, or anything like that. If It will
make vou fee] any better to
that 1 think the song 15 good, I will
way that tha song In good. T eonly
thought that you wanted my real
opinyun, Ma sad

You know as well as T do that poly-
ticka |8 evarything right now & tha
it s alwn?'n a Important part o
American |ife. Why doant you rite
a song about the moonlite on the
Inka, or sumthing of that kind. Ev-
erybody knows that thare meon-
lite on I(he lake when thare ls =
lake & = nite that the moon Is out.

1 gueas you belter |ay off on seng-
writlng, sed Ma & try sumthing else.

I was resding the other 4 ut a
man that got ten thousand dellars for
curing a horse that beelonged to a
sich man. Why doant you try bee-

ing o veterinary surgeon Instead of.a

poet,

Bedlng & what? sed Pa.

Oh. anything sed Ma. bealng 2
shipping clerk. But doant bs a song
riter.

S0 then Pa toar up his song as eesy
as he used to tear up Brosdway.

Cheap
rend them every day.

bottle it. All he canght was a cold.

We say that electricity travels,
But ibia.ﬂton. nl:i ot?“ ufﬂ Ta oé'
snoech and & ation of the goo
old bromide that ““All we pes Im
its manifestation.'’

Yet we manipulate this partiou-
lar medinm of ene which we
call eleetricity. Wo kn soms o
the things we ean do with it, and
we know a !%w of the things we
cannot do with it

Emypt, Assyria, Greocs, FRome—
great civilization all—weant down
to dusty death koowing nothing of
electricity. 5

Tho whola seience of electricity
has been born, practically, n
our fime, and mo man can say what
the final achiavement of tha ales-
trician will be.

Flectricity is a8 phenomenon, just
an the spirit that apimates man s
& vhénomenon.

Electricity is a form of sttraction
and repulsion: of give and take; of
absorption and di:‘duﬂm

Electricity seems to fll the eon-
neeting zone between spirit =mnd
matter.
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